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TEN years ago, In the little tow

upon the banks of the Dela
beautiful, laughing girl of i
was Florence Richardson.

Her parents idolized her, and she
her home.

Her beauty was so rare, and her ta!
friends advised a higher grade of edu
obtained in the quiet Jersey town in \

mother turned instinctively to the seel
convent home, and St. Joseph's, of F
choice.

For two years the girl made grei
vanced rapidly in her studies.

Then suddenly she took the manaj
life into her own undisciplined hands,
ter reached her mother:

"Good-by. I have left St. Jo to go
fret. You shall yet be proud of me. I

A careless letter, written in the vj

foolish girl's heart. It did its fatal \

has since become ^broken hearted, ai

have swept all the happiness from th
Six years ago Florence Richardson

"Tenderloin."
Three weeks ago she tfjed to kill

friend saved her. A few days ago sh<
A cabman brought her, unconsclou

tieth street police station, and Sergea
the New York Hospital. Her first w
to herself were:

"I didn't mean to do it," a wail of
Haggard, worn and ill in the refuge

she tells her own story, which carries
a terrible warning to other girls who
home for the false allurements of the

Mr. and Mrs. Booth- Tucker tc

OUR hearts go out in sympathy and
cwhose condition and sorrow are b
the downtrodden flowers of our s

More than a thousand such pass thro
United States every year.

Allow us to extend a hearty God ble
hand to every one sud\ l&ho Wishes to
means such misery to themselves. 1
And heArty Welcome for Alt.

Why "home Sweet Home" Is
Preferabfe to tfie Tenderfoin.
BY FLORENCE RICHARDSON.

FROM the time I left the convent my
life has been a misery.

I tell my tragic story that It may
prove a warning and an aid to other girls.I have nothing to lose by telling the historyof my life in the "Tenderloin" and
perhaps my bltl^r experience may cause
some hopeless, misguided woman to renounceher evil ways.

It Is hard to remember just why I ran
away from the convent. I was so happythere, and my vacations were all spent at
home, where I had every reasonable wish
gratified. Our house was on the river
bank, with big trees In front, and I often
used to watch the old captains hauling In
f Ho! T* chill "

It all comes back to me now, but then
I was careless and young.

I wanted to be famous. I thought I
could become a gr^at actress, wear beautiful^owns and have hosts of lovers.
So one day I ran away from my peaceful

convent home.
My first appearance was In a comic operain Philadelphia, but I had not voice enoughto be very successful. After that I took a

leading part in a second-rate company of
"The Two Orphans."
While with this organization I met the

only man I have ever loved, and after three
days' acquaintance we married and went
to Europe on our honeymoon. This was
a long period of happiness, of peace of
mind, of Joy at being his wife. We were
gone nearly a year.
After our return we lived in New YorkIn a beautiful home on Sixty-third street.For a time all went well. We loved

and we were happy. He had led a fastlife before he met me. The recollectionsof the Tenderloin clung to him and he
^ook me there.

I thought It must be lovely to be so
gay, and soon I was infatuated by the tinseland flash, knowing nothing of the
sordidness and evil underneath. Then it
was that I took my first glass of wine. I
shall never forget it. It made the world
so bright: It dissipated all sad thoughts,end, alas, I kept on taking It more and
more.
The man I loved, too late, saw my dangerand tried to check it, but no, I was

started, and the easy slide on the downwardpath was begun. Those davs T
wanted constant excitement. I loved the
Clltter and morbid^fascination of the Tenderloin.I courted admiration and mywhole nature underwaat a change.
*oon I became obitfims to my prettyhome and Its dutlea, fnd one day, two

year* ago, I was deaarted.
This calamity sobered me for the moment,and the horror of It all appalled

me. For the first time I thought of my
mother, and read over acaln 'her last letter,which said: "Come home, darling, or
my heart must break."
For days these words rang In my ears

and sounded above every soulless laugh
and foolish Jest. Penitent and contrite, I
determined to go home, but that veryafternoon I met a girl I knew, and the
o'd temptations overcame me.
From that day all thought of reformationleft me. and I plunged downward to

the bottom of the hill of misfortune,
degradation and shame. I took up my
home in the Tenderloin, on Thirty-first
atreet. My remorse was unceasing, and
to drown it I drank constantly.
Finally one night I tried morphine, and
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after the first dose was rarely ever free and Ifrom Its effects. It deadened my sensibll- to killitles, and my only comfort was to try to takeand forget. screamYou would be surprised to know how my hanmuch morphine Is used by women of the. After4<TAnr!#»rlrtl« '' u-. *1
.. uuw easily tney can get Jife al(.It. Why, I could buy from at least half t)ie' besa dozen places enough to kill twenty ()nePeople. '

Oil Till!The first dose Is usually prescribed by a jdoctor, who thus eases many a drink- a[°j -tmaddened brain, and afterward the woman
'

(i0(i(ican get the prescription put up as often .irls fl.as she pleases. One of the saddest sights B S.
in that dreadful district is to see young

11 e 1

girls falling under the evil Infatuation of
the morphine habit and to realize how p
little Is done to check Its sale. I became 11 ~ 1

so addicted to It and to drink that I was But 1

rarely myself. I had
I think 7. was almost Insane there. I there f<

used to sit In cafes, stupefied, until the These
music, noise and lights were unbearable. and las
Through It all I could see my mother's That

face with the heartbreak In It. I hated faint ai
my life, realizing too late its fearful emptl- took oc
ness, and three weeks ago I made my first old hau
attempt to end It. I was sitting upstairs was a
at the Cairo cafe, with three companions, organ i
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had enough morphine in my pocket a song I had loved. I
me. I don't remember when T. tried to deaden its tones. L

it, but I do remember a woman's I again went to the (
of terror as she knocked it from time succeeded in taki

id. I was fortified by drii

this I even despaired of taking my that I could not fear,

hough so hopeless that death seemed uulch I took, but alu
t way out of the darkness. j;iddy and ill.

night I wandered into the mission Somehow I managed
rty-second street. They were sing- and told the driver to
'hat a Friend AA'e Have in Jesus," My desire was to die in
just broke my heart. ber no more until I op<
women there, who once were lost New York Hospital. A

' the Tenderloin, spoke to me, and shame 7, there experier
ue to reform. Yet again the resolve The kindness and syi
> break away from the old life, and tending me went to m

ised them to come again the next there I determined to
I could.

ny thoughts were too bitter. No outsider can fully
fallen too low. What hope was spalr of a "Tenderloi

ar me! to live straight. No
feelings drove me to the second open to hex", but only

t attempt at suicide. has known so long. It
day stands out vividly. I arose early, ble. I was weak and
ad ill. 7. drank whiskey, and then I seemed utterly without
le dose of morphine. I visited the Perhaps I should ha'
nts; I tried to be gay, but the effort just then a good little
misei-able failure. A passing hand- is spent in rescuing jus
alayed "Just a Song at Twilight," as I took me by the hj
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tried another drink here.
ate in the afternoon Now, when I'm well I'm goi
rairo cafe, and this My mother knows I am coming,
ng the deadly drug, love is great and wide enough to f<
ak and so wretched AVithout doubt it is remorse tl
I have no idea how women of the "Tenderloin" 1
lost at once I felt They are haunted by memories

wuuse uearis iu«-y unve urust-u, an

to get into a cab, the midst of. the gayest scene a

take me to Harlem, strain of music or a passing wor

the cab. I remem- all the quivering heart strings
?ned my eyes in the with pain. Then we reach out v

ih, the remorse and take the drink and the drug. E
iced! in the Tenderloin to-day knows
mpathy of those at- certain end is misery unspeakabk
y very soul. Right lacks courage to stop,
go home as soon as There is nothing they fear m

death. They have a dreadful
r appreciate the de- the Foyer's Field or the Morgue
u" girl who wants left to tho care of strangers. For

decent houses are son lnauy of them have their livei
the evil places she so that they may be decently bu

is pitiful and terrl- There is no real pleasure in

ill, and the future 's a" false and hollow from beg
hope. end; all deceit and sin.
re fallen again, but Let the Tenderloin go, with
woman whose life songs, its mirthless laughter, an

>t such unfortunates every poor lost girl there could r

tnd and brought me I do, that "There's no place like
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these British rough riders ai
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X the bulb with the post Is lead
fmjfc sufficient thickness and conslstenc

few resent about the same resistanc
wl sabre as would the neck of a

. cavalryman who cannot cleave i

*r , stroke Is not regarded as mu
- swordsman, nor is he permitter

' *&?" himself a finished horseman and
1 man until he can.

- ^z7. /An attack of these fighters is
. har^ to resist as an onslaught of
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